After my first day of teaching high school English, I call my mother. I want to tell her how my students smell of cow manure. And how, by the time they get to school they can barely stay awake since they've been milking since 3:00 a.m. I want to tell her that I've made it through five classes and a study hall. We have a joke in our family that when we're emotionally, intellectually, or socially drained, we "have to go take a shower now." I tell her I definitely have to take a shower. Once we are safely in the car and pointed West to Vermont, my mother says, "I have to go and take a shower now." We howl. It will take us awhile to recover. "He was even nice to the mother," she says, rolling down the window to let in the spring air. We laugh again, and I shift into third to tackle the uphill grade. We recount the details?the grandfather's house, the poet wife, the poet stories, and the immense force of Hall. 
